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Summary: The story of an inteligence officer who was randomly 
selected to join a UNCS commando squad on the front 
lines . 


Intel 

**A machinman Production** 

**INTEL** 

Prelude 

The blood red sun rose over the jungles of Eridanus 2 . An omen of 
what was to come. I gripped my canteen until my knuckles turned 
white, I was so scared. Now I bet your thinking I'm a fully trained 
UNSC commando about to go head first into an "epic" battle against 
the covenant. Well if you thought that, your only a little off. Yes I 
am a solider in the UNSC, and yes I am about to engage the covenant. 
But as for the head first, and the commando part not so much, so how 
am I here, I guess I should start from the beginning... 

It was a few months ago, I had just broken the rank of lieutenant and 
I was quickly on my way to becoming the head intelligence officer at 
the UNSC outpost just outside of the St. Louis area. The human 
Covenant war had just started two years ago, and while many marines 
and navy men were going off to war and dying for their planet's 
survival, or sitting in a foxhole taking incoming fire from a plasma 
cannon mounted in a covie makeshift fortress, I was sitting in a nice 
air-conditioned room giving out orders and calling in air strikes. 
Easy enough right . 

I had never seen a day of combat in my life and the only medal I had 
ever earned was a "gag" gift purple heart when I accidentally stapled 
my hand to a piece of paper. It hurt like heck, but it was a funny 
story to tell. My life was going good. I had a decent paying job, a 
nice house, and the authority of an officer. But as the war dragged 



on, the number of UNSC soldiers had decreased so much that even 
intelligence officers like me were being drafted into front line 
battle squads. I bet you can tell where I'm going with this. 

One day i recieved a letter from a higher up UNSC intelligence 
officer, figures, that read: 

**Dear UNSC solider,** 

**You have been randomly selected to get a transfer from your current 
base in the St. Louis region to a commando squand on Eridanus 2. We 
will pay for your traspertat ion and houseing for the trip there. We 
are sorry for this possible inconvenience and hope that your future 
accomplishment s will make the men and women of the UNSC 
proud . * * 

**Colonal Beggs** 

And so just like that I go from nice life to life in a fox hole. So 
here I am today telling you my story, the story of Brandon Kellinger. 
A Inteligence officer gone commando. 


End 
f ile . 



